CHAPTER 12 


APRIL 22, 2011 


“Who are you talking to!?” 


Yosuke had been on the phone in the middle of class, before a test, no less. Chie 
couldn’t quite comprehend why of all times to be on the phone he picked now. 
Couldn’t he just text like a normal human being. 


“Justin. He’s outside the door.” 


Yosuke nodded towards the door leading in and out of the classroom. Chie took a 
look towards the sliding doors. It took her a moment, but she could sort of make out 
the top of his head, at least, she thinks it was his head. Really it could have been 
anyone. Either way, she was completely confused. Justin had apparently been sick 
again today, so what was he doing outside the classroom? Maybe he got better and 
decided to come in anyway. 


“Does he need a distraction to get in again or something?” 
“Other way around.” 
“_,.What’s that supposed to mean?” 


Chie could tell almost instantly that the two were up to something, though why 
Justin had been working with Yosuke had confused her. She had never so much as 
seen them in the same room without trying to strangle each other, let alone work 
together. 


“You'll see. Alright, you in position?” 


Chie tried to listen in as carefully as she could. Yosuke was a seat to the left and 
back of her, so on top of having to try to hear what Justin was saying with the cell- 
phone pressed against Yosuke’s ear, she also had to try and compensate for 
distance. If she listened closely, she could just barely make out a word here or 
there. 


“Why exactly am | doing this again?” 

“Because you'll need it too.” 

“No | won't.” 

“Dude, we can argue this later, are you good to go?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Okay, go.” 


Just then a loud sound echoed through the classroom from out in the hallway. What 
in the hell is Justin doing? |t sounded almost like someone was banging against a 
locker, hard. But... there were no lockers on this floor, which meant it couldn’t have 
been that. Hearing the noise, King Moron lifted his head. He had been just about to 
pass out the test when the noise reached his ears. A scowl spread across his face... 
Well, more so than usual anyway. 


“What in the blazes is going on out there!? | swear if | catch you punks breaking the 
rules out there-“ 


King Moron opened the door, peeking his head out of the classroom door, 
examining the hallways for the source of the racket that had distracted him. The 
noise seemed to stop, and since King Moron didn’t seem to see anyone, Chie can 
only presume that Justin had run away once he noticed King Moron coming. Or so 
she thought. Seemingly out of nowhere, King Moron’s head jolted back, a spit ball 
planted firmly between his two eyes. Chie couldn’t help but flinch. She could only 
assume it had been Justin that had shot the projectile mucus at King Moron, and if 
he saw Justin, shit would hit the fan. King Moron rushed out almost immediately, 
shouting all sorts of obscenities, his face redder than a chili pepper. 


Yosuke jumped out of his desk, making a b-line for King Moron’s desk up front. Much 
to Chie’s relief, Justin also made his way into the classroom. He wasn’t wearing his 
uniform, so it looked like he’d be gone after... whatever it was they were doing, but 
it was good to see King Moron hadn’t caught him. Yosuke started flipping through 
each of the pages in the pile on Marooka’s desk. 


“Test, test, test, goddammit where’s the answer key.” 

Answer key? Wait, they’re trying to steal the answer key? Everyone is watching! 
“Obviously he wouldn’t leave it on the desk. Check the drawers.” 

“R-right!” 

“What are you idiots doing!?” Chie piped up. 


Given the looks of some of her classmates, this was not going to end well for either 
of them. Actually, Chie was curious as to what Yu was doing that he wasn’t trying to 
stop Yosuke. Chie turned around quickly to see that his desk was empty. But wait, 
he was in the morning. | KNOW he was. Chie looked around frantically to see where 
Yu might have gone. Turns out, he had been waiting at the door keeping an eye out 
for King Moron. He’s in on this!? 


“| have no fucking idea. Yosuke, what AM | doing here.” 


“Like | said, you'll need it too. | mean, it’s not like you pay attention in class.” 


“The fuck’s that supposed to mean?” 

“I’m just saying, maybe you could a little extra help.” 

“Will you just concentrate on getting the damn file?” 

“Right, right. Let’s see... homework, quizzes, tests... Answer keys, alright.” 


Yosuke pulled out a slip of paper out of the bottom drawer of King Moron’s desk. He 
held it up so that he could clearly see it in the light and then pulled out his cell- 
phone to take a picture. 


“Anyone else need it?” 


Everyone looked around for a brief moment, as though checking to see the 
reactions of those around them. It always amazed Justin that so many people would 
base their decision based solely on whether their friends agreed or not. Slowly, but 
surely, a few hands started to go up, as Yosuke passed the paper down the rows. By 
the time the third or fourth person had taken a picture of the answer key, almost 
every hand in the room was up, much to Chie’s disgust. She wasn’t exactly the 
brightest bulb on the tree, but she would never consider cheating. 


“Yu, any sign of King Moron.” 
“Nothing yet.” 


Yosuke, for whatever reason decided to rummage through more of Marooka’s files. 
It seemed at first that he might be looking for the answer keys to future tests, 
maybe even the exams. Instead, he pulled out a large folder with several dividers; 
at least a good twenty or so. Chie squinted her eyes to try and read the text along 
the side of the folder. It read grades. What the hell are they doing!? Are they 
seriously trying to change their grades!? There’s no way they’re going to get away 
with that! 


It turns out that thought hadn’t even crossed Yosuke’s mind, or at least, if it did he 
never acted upon it. Though what he did do, Chie wasn’t quite sure was much 
better. 


“Alright let’s see... Amagi: 94, Hanamura: 78, Narukami: 87, Satonaka:...” 


Yosuke paused for a brief moment to look up at Chie. It was a combination of 
Surprise and disgust. 


“68? Really?” 


Chie jumped out of her seat, and made a b-line for Yosuke, murder in her eyes. As 
she made her way up to the desk, she swung her knee forward in an upward arch, 


nailing Yosuke right in the gut, as she grabbed the folder from his rapidly loosening 
grip. 


“That’s none of your business, you jerk!” 


Yosuke was barely able to pick himself off the ground. When you pissed of Chie, 
you'd be lucky if you could breathe through a straw by the time she was through 
with you. 


“Overkill much!” 
“You totally deserved it! That’s private information!” 
“Alright, all set up.” 


Chie turned her attention to Justin. He was just lowering himself from standing on a 
chair, so whatever he was doing he must have needed the boost to reach. Chie 
looked up to notice a ceiling tile loose, and an ever elaborate set-up of string. It 
looked almost like a tripwire of sorts, a long strand of string hanging from the tile, 
and another strand spreading across the bottom of the door way. 


“Wh-What did you do...?” 
“All you need to know is, do not use that door. Yu, any sign of King Moron yet?” 
“No.” 


“Well then, this is where | take my leave. Yosuke, you record this on your phone, 
and we'll call it even.” 


“Will do.” 


And with that, Justin ran towards the door that Yu had been standing by, Yu opening 
it for him so he could make a clean escape. He closed the door carefully behind 
Justin as he made his exit. 


“Where did he even get the string from?” 

“He probably brought it with him. Like the eggs.” 

“Eggs? There’s more than one?” 

“Yeah, didn’t you see him walk in with the carton?” 

“Well he certainly didn’t walk out with it!” 

“Hey... You’re right. Shit, look around, make sure he didn’t leave them by accident.” 


“Uh guys, King Moron’s coming back.” 


“SHIT!” 


Yosuke ran over and grabbed the answer key from a kid who had been using it in 
the middle row. It was a shame that not everyone got the chance to take a picture, 
but they were completely out of time. He quickly rushed back and dropped the 
paper back in its respective drawer, before making a b-line back to his own desk. 
Chie had been put the grade folder way already while Yosuke had searched for the 
answer key, and had made it back to her desk by the time Yosuke had replaced the 
answer key in its correct drawer. As for Yu, well, he had been back in his desk the 
moment he saw King Moron coming back. Yosuke jumped back into his seat, cell 
phone at the ready to video tape whatever it was that Justin had done. 


Everyone’s hearts were racing a thousand miles an hour by the time King Moron 

had walked through the door. His face was still red with anger, and from the looks of 
it, he hadn’t done much to wipe the egg off of his face yet. He took a step forward, 
his foot getting caught on the string Justin had elaborately set up. What happened 
next was like watching a simple, yet beautiful machine in action. The pressure of 
King Moron tripping over the string had pulled down on the string leading to the 
loose ceiling tile. It only tugged at it slightly, but that’s all it needed. Yosuke grinned 
almost immediately. So THAT’s where the eggs were. The tug at the ceiling panel 
had made a slight slope; just enough for them to all roll out right above King 
Moron’s head. It was like a shower of egg yolks. 


The classroom burst into laughter, nearly every single person had joined into a 
chorus of giggles and hysterics. As mortified as she had been by the entire situation 
up until this point, even Chie couldn’t help but laugh. The only ones who hadn't 
been laughing were King Moron, for obvious reasons, and Yu, who instead had on 
that goofy grin of his. 


“Which one of you little shits did it...” 


For once King Moron wasn’t shouting, he was grumbling through his teeth. It was 
though he was speaking with pure testosterone. Not a single person informed King 
Moron that Justin had been the mastermind, though many exchanged glances with 
each other considering the possibility. Chie just smiled. Justin seemed to always find 
a way of causing havoc, even when he wasn’t there. 


Chie suddenly felt a vibration in her pocket. She had just received a text message 
from Justin. She assumed he was checking to see how the aftermath of his little 
prank had gone. Instead she found a single sentence, if you could even call it that. 


“68 is just an upside-down 89.” 


Chie couldn’t help but blush, a wide grin sweeping across her face. 


